DUST                                     Richard
Church
CONTRACTED to the compass of my hand
I hold a century of years.
Of that treasure,
Forty I can measure,
Pale skeletons of my experience.
The rest are legendary. I stand
Peering at my palm, and what it bears
Is but die chaff of other men's desires,
Husks of their wheat.
Time seems so long. It is a cheat,
Raging and passing swifter than straw-fires,
Quicker than thought can follow after sense,
Like treachery of water, or like love
That makes the swallows statues as they move.
But love is only treacherous because
Time hurries it with such confusing laws.
Time is to blame, not love;
Time with quicksilver tongue, that mouths
A passing mockery, making old men of youths,
Putting children in the place of lust
And ripening them, and ageing them before
The tottering lovers dare to trust
Such emblems of their passion,
And cudgel still to find some other fashion
More lasting than those children they once bore.
But they cannot. Their fires are but an ember.
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